MODERN TRAVEL

ttpist, their hours of lounging in the cafes, playing
dominoes or chess, had a remarkably easy time of it
that they had escaped very conveniently from the curse
of Adam. I used to know dozens of them, and a verj
nice life they led, with the maximum of freedom anc
the minimum of responsibility. The air was fragran
with the latakia and old Virginia in- their pipes. Bu
not now. That fairy tale of trade had been rudely
concluded. Those swarms of genial smoky parasite;
have gone. At the time of writing the wool trade ii
better than it has been for several years, but now it ii
a different wool trade, with none of that easy gambling
and genial acceptance of good times and bad times
They snatch at every crumb of business. Every mar
has to do not only a day's work but a very canny day';
work, using his wits all the time.

Everybody in the business I talked to confirmed thii
change. It was no longer the wool trade that I hac
known. " And mind you, lad," said one old merchant
" they're beginning to say Bradford's makking mone)
again. It's doing nowt o5 t' sort. What bit o' mone}
is being made's going to t* banks. It's banks 'at's
makking money." They are not enthusiastic about the
banking system in these parts, for in a world demanding
long credits, they say that the banks will give them nc
rope at all except the rope with which to hang them-
selves. The men who are managing to hold their owr
in this new and keenly competitive age are differem
from the old wool men. They are not such tremendous
" characters," but, on the other hand, they are some-
thing more than lucky gamblers. They have to have
a good many solid qualifications. I am thinking no\v
of several men in their forties who have decent positions
in the trade, chiefly on the export side. Let me make
a tiny composite sketch of them. He is managing a
firm, and therefore has under him various buyers,
travellers, clerks* warehousemen. He has to have a
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